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The  policy  of  the  editorial  staff  has  been  to  select  material  for  the  magazine  democratically 
We  have  read  each  work  submitted  and  viewed  all  artwork. 

We  voted  to  determine  eligibility:  a majority  vote  for  a piece  meant  publication. 
Parnassus  provides  an  opportunity  for  new  artists  and  writers  to  reach  others; 
it’s  a showcase  of  Northern  Essex  Community  College  student  creativity. 


Parnassus  Profiles 


Front  Cover:  Laura  Vaun 

“Bug-Eyed” 

Laura  Vaun  hopes  her  cover  illustration,  “Bug-Eyed,"  will  say,  “Hey,  look  at  me!”  She  also 
hopes  that  her  illustration  will  “pique  curiosity”  and  lead  viewers  “to  see  what  other  treasures 
are  held  between  the  pages  of  Parnassus.”  Her  pen  and  ink  illustration  was  inspired  by  a 
class  assignment.  The  assignment  was  simply  “to  make  something  that  would  hold  a surprise 
in  store  for  the  viewer.” 

Back  Cover:  Michael  M.  Ciacamitaro 

“My  Brother  Matt” 

Parnassus  magazine  is  not  the  only  place  you  will  see  Michael  M.  Ciacamitaro’s  cover  illustra- 
tion. You  will  also  find  it  tattooed  on  his  brother-in-law’s  leg!  Michael’s  brother-in-law  asked 
him  to  create  a tattoo  design  of  an  eye  with  a zipper.  Michael  will  graduate  with  a Liberal  Arts 
degree  from  Northern  Essex  Community  College  this  May.  By  2003,  he  plans  to  be  a film 
student  at  New  York  University.  Ultimately,  he  plans  to  be  a professional  filmmaker. 
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Soul  of  Spriijg 


Anxiously  it  waits 

the  delicate  hands  of  spring 

beneath  fallen  snow 

and  under  icicles 

that  dangle  like  frozen  memories. 

A hibernation  of  every  hue. 

Tasting  so  bland,  those  gray 
everlasting  days. 

The  blossoms  have  yet  to  arrive 
and  still 

sometimes  I feel  the  soul  of  spring 
caressing  my  skin  with  its  warm 
breeze 

and  feeding  my  impatient  eyes. 

But  for  now  the  earth  is  only  white 
Pale  with  the  slumbers  of  life. 
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Like  the  many-faceted  mirror 
of  an  icicle, 
suddenly  shattered 
into  a thousand 
sparkling  shards, 

I can  now  see 
what  once  was  hidden 
within  the  illusion 
of  what  I had  become. 
And  now  have  changed. 

I can  now  shine 
like  the  afternoon  sun, 
glinting 

on  those  sharp  fragments 
of  ice. 


JILLIAN  HAKLOW 
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ANN  M.  COUGHLIN 
(Illustration) 


eighty  years  old,  Sam  Goldstein's  hands  shook. 
Gripping  the  flimsy  plastic  disposable  razor  as  hard 
as  he  could,  to  steady  those  hands,  didn't  help.  He 
swore  that  the  beard  that  his  beloved  Anna  had  never 
allowed,  would  soon  take  residence  on  his  chin.  Its 
landscape  was  currently  adorned  with  nicks,  scrapes 
and  bits  of  bloodstained  toilet  paper. 

Sam  had  been  a widower  for  only  three  months 
and  this  afternoon  he  was  going  to  rejoin  the  weekly 
cribbage  game.  The  game  had  been  a favorite  pas- 
time for  Anna,  and  he  enjoyed  the  friendly  discus- 
sions with  Leo  and  Sadie  Neubauer  who  hosted  the 
game  at  their  house  for  the  last 
five  years. 

He  didn't  feel  like  going.  He 
didn't  feel  like  doing  anything.  He 
felt  numb.  He  missed  Anna  desper- 
ately and  the  single  tear  tracing  its  way 
down  his  right  cheek  through  wispy  dried 
foam  testified  to  that. 
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Sam  finished  shaving  and  toweled  his  sting- 
ing face.  He  looked  into  the  mirror  for  a final  inspec- 
tion of  the  damage  that  he'd  wrought,  glancing  over  his 
right  shoulder  as  he'd  done  a million  times.  Anna  would 
always  be  there,  telling  him  to  hurry  or  giving  him  the 
last  bits  of  gossip  she'd  heard.  The  empty  space  in  her 
absence  stung  more  than  the  after-shave. 

Sam  fixed  his  tie,  put  a ft-esh  pack  of  Chesterfields  in 
his  shirt  pocket  and  adjusted  his  fedora.  It  didn't  seem 
fair;  a two  pack-a-day  smoker  since  the  age  of  twelve 
and  he  was  still  among  those  present  and  Anna  had  died 
of  a heart  attack  at  seventy  and  had  never  smoked  a 
single  cigarette. 


Sam  checked  his  appearance  one  last  time  in  the 
mirror  by  the  front  door  on  his  way  out.  Satisfied  that 
nothing  further  could  be  done  to  offset  the  ravages  of 
time,  he  went  outside  for  the  first  time  in  three  weeks, 
closing  and  locking  the  door  behind  him. 

The  Neubauers  lived  only  a block  away  and  even  that 
short  distance  left  him  panting  as  he  reached  the  top 
of  their  stoop  and  gave  the  brass  doorknocker  three 
sharp  raps. 
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Leo  Neubauer  answered  the  door.  “Sam!  Come 
in!  Come  in!  Sadie!  Sam’s  here!”  he  called. 

“And  who  else  would  be  at  the  door?”  Sadie 
Neubauer  walked  into  the  foyer  drying  her  hands 
on  a tea  towel.  She  reached  behind  her  and  untied 
the  string  of  her  apron.  It  came  loose  and  she 
quickly  folded  it  and  placed  it  on  the  table  next  to 
the  empty  umbrella  stand.  “Instead  of  cribbage  we 
thought  you’d  to  join  us  for  a trip  to  the  Jewish 
Community  Center’s  annual  tag  sale  to  raise  money 
for  a school.” 

“Well,  I...  ” 

“Good!  It’s  settled.  Leo,  get  your  coat.” 

Leo  reached  across  his  friend  and  took  a gray 
sport  coat  from  the  brass  hat  and  coat  stand  in  the 
comer.  ‘“There’s  no  sense  arguing,  Sam,”  he 
whispered.  “She’s  got  her  mind  set  on  buying 
something.” 

Sam  smiled  at  his  friend  and  in  couple  of 
minutes  all  three  were  walking  the  four  blocks  to 
the  Jewish  Community  Center. 

It  was  two  o’clock  in  the  afternoon  when  they 
arrived  and  the  place  was  a veritable  hive  of 
activity.  It  reminded  Sam  of  an  anthill  with  its 
mass  of  ants  in  constant  motion.  With  hands 
clasped  behind  his  back  and  with  a slight  stoop, 
Sam  began  to  slowly  walk  among  the  people,  some 
of  whom  had  their  treasures  laid  out  on  long, 
neatly  organized  tables. 

He  found  himself  looking  at  faces  and  listening 
to  stray  bits  of  conversation.  He  wanted  to  rejoin 
the  living.  Walking  down  each  successive  row  of 
merchandise  Sam  picked  up  and  inspected  the  odd 
piece  of  ceramic  pottery,  china,  hardware  and  an 
old  1940’s  radio.  “How  much  for  this?”  he  asked 
the  elderly  owner. 

“It  doesn’t  work,  but  for  the  right  person  with 
the  right  know  how  it  could  work  again.  How 
about  ten  dollars?” 

“How  about  two  dollars?”  Sam  loved  to  dicker. 


‘“Two  dollars!”  The  man’s  down  turned 
mouth  and  knowing  nod  implied  he  was  making 
a great  sacrifice.  “Make  it  eight  and  you’ve  got 
a deal.” 

“Make  it  five  dollars  and  you’ve  got  my 
money.” 

“Done!  Thank  you  sir,  you  know  a fine  piece 
of  electronic  equipment  when  you  see  it.”  He 
handed  Sam  the  broken  radio. 

Leo  and  Sadie  approached  Sam  unseen  from 
behind  him. 

“I  used  to  have  a radio  like  that  during  the 
war,”  Leo  said. 

Sam  turned  to  show  his  new  possession  to 
his  friends. 

“Does  it  work?”  Sadie  asked. 

“Nope,”  Sam  replied.  A sound  of  triumph 
was  in  his  voice. 

“You  bought  a radio  that  doesn’t  work!” 
Sadie  was  incredulous. 

“That’s  right.  Listen,  I have  a lot  of  time  on 
my  hands,  and  fixing  this  old  radio  will  fill  that 
up.  Besides,  Anna  and  I used  to  listen  to  one 
just  like  this  during  the  War.  It  could  be  the 
same  one  for  all  I know.”  Sam  was  too  busy 
examining  his  radio  to  notice  the  look  of 
bewilderment  passing  between  Leo  and  Sadie. 

That  evening  Sam  took  the  radio  to  his  attic 
workbench  and  began  tinkering  and  soldering. 
After  a few  hours  the  radio  was  ready.  “It  can 
wait  until  morning,”  Sam  thought.  “I’m  too 
tired.”  With  a great  yawn  and  even  greater 
stretch,  Sam  retired  to  the  couch.  Since  Anna 
died,  he  couldn’t  bring  himself  to  sleep  in  their 
big  empty  bed. 

The  next  day  dawned  crimson  and  warm. 
Sam  went  to  the  attic,  retrieved  the  radio  and 
brought  it  down  to  the  kitchen  table  where  the 
light  was  better  and  a plug  was  handy  next  to 
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the  table.  He  set  it  on  the  table,  plugged  it 
in  and  waited.  Slowly  the  dial  in  the  center 
of  its  face  began  to  glow  and  Sam  smiled 
confidently. 

He  turned  the  knob  to  tune  in  his  favorite 
talk  station,  but  every  station  played  the  same 
thing-music  from  1944.  Even  the  ads  were  for 
products  he  hadn’t  seen  since  the  War.  Sam 
shook  his  head  and  decided  to  get  the  morn- 
ing paper  to  sort  of  let  his  head  clear.  His 
mind  was  obviously  playing  tricks  on  him. 

He  shufQed  to  the  door  in  his  most  com- 
fortable bathrobe  (Anna  had  given  it  to  him  in 
1943)  and  slippers.  He  reached  the  door  and 
opened  it,  squinting  against  the  early  morning 
sun.  Lifting  the  paper  from  the  stoop  he 
noticed  several  things.  The  robe  that  used  to 
have  frayed  sleeves  and  small  tears  from 
constant  wear  was  in  brand  new  condition. 
Overhead,  a squadron  of  P-38’s  flew  in  forma- 
tion, droning  out  the  neighborhood  noises, 
and  there  was  a milkman  delivering  milk  in  a 
white  uniform  and  black  bow  tie  next  door. 
The  man  saw  him  and  gave  him  a jaunty  wave. 
Sam  waved  weakly  in  return. 

Sam  went  back  inside,  slowly  closing  the 
door  and  leaning  on  it  for  support  as  his 
knees  felt  like  rubber.  He  started  to  walk  back 
to  the  kitchen  and  only  got  half  way  when  he 
thought  he’d  heard  a noise.  He  turned,  but 
nothing  was  there.  When  he  reached  the 
kitchen  he  noticed,  now  that  he  was  fully 
awake,  that  the  kitchen  was  back  the  way  it 
was  before  they  remodeled  it  in  1946.  “This  is 
so  screwy.’’ 

“Don’t  be  afraid.” 

Sam  spun  around  at  the  sound  of  the 
familiar  voice  of  Anna.  “What’s  happening?” 

“It’s  time,”  she  said,  smiling  kindly  at  him. 


Sam  smiled  back. 

Outside,  Leo  Neubauer  was  pounding  on  the 
door.  “Sam!  Sam!” 

A police  officer  passing  by  heard  the  shouting 
and  came  over.  “What’s  going  on?” 

“It’s  my  friend,  Sam;  he  left  his  jacket  at  my 
home  last  night.  I know  he’s  an  early  riser  so  I 
came  to  bring  it  to  him  and  he  doesn’t  answer  the 
door.  I’m  concemed-please  help  me!” 

“Do  you  have  a key?”  the  cop  asked. 

“No,  but  he  keeps  one  taped  under  the 
mailbox.” 

The  cop  retrieved  the  key  and  entered  the 
apartment.  Leo  followed  close  behind  him. 

The  policeman  began  a search  of  the  upstairs 
rooms  while  Leo  started  to  search  downstairs, 
each  calling  Sam’s  name. 

When  the  officer  returned  downstairs,  Leo  was 
standing  over  the  body  of  his  friend  lying  peace- 
fully, it  seemed,  on  the  couch.  The  officer  placed 
two  fingers  on  Sam’s  neck. 

“I’m  sorry,  sir,”  he  said,  and  looked  up  at  Leo 
compassionately. 

Leo  stood  there,  slowly  shaking  his  head.  “Oh 
Sam,  Sam,”  he  whispered. 

Sam  lay  there,  a slight  smile  on  his  face.  He 
was  clutching  a photo  of  Anna  (taken  in  the 
kitchen  in  1944)  to  his  chest.  In  the  kitchen,  the 
old  radio  sat  on  the  kitchen  table;  an  oldies 
station  was  playing  a melody  from  long  ago. 
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^ The  object  of  a thousand  scary  dreams, 
g She  hovers  like  a simple  diamond, 

M Beautiful,  dangerous, 

^ Against  the  backdrop  of  a silvery  sky. 

^ She  is  suspended  in  space, 

^ Simply  staring  upon  the  world  in  oblivion. 
Across  the  mirror  of  a lively  city. 

Skyline  delightedly  sparkling. 

Reflecting  her  brilliance. 

She  is  watching. 

Contented  as  a napping  cat. 

She  is  waiting. 

Watchful  as  a vampire. 

For  the  first  light  of  dawn. 

To  drive  her  to  fitful  sleep. 


CRISTINE  M.  DIMAHIO 
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DONNA  TAYLER 
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She  lives 

In  the  deep  blue,  by  moonlight  and  sparkling  stars. 
She  is  content, 

Resting  on  her  bed  of  fluffy  white  sky  pillows. 
Water  flows 

From  the  flaxen  hair  that  surrounds  her. 

She  peers  down 

At  the  thirsty  earth,  barren  except  for 
Particles  of  dust 

Bouncing  off  sunbeams  made  of  copper  and  gold. 
Yet  she  Is  drawn. 

She  stands,  suddenly  jumping  up. 

She  jumps  down. 

Descending  to  the  earth; 

A bounty  of  energy 

Landing  softly  in  dawn’s  dew. 

Her  river  flows 

To  the  ground,  replenishing  the  sterile  earth. 
Pushing  away  the  dust. 

It's  liquid  drowns  the  ashes  of  those  gone  before 
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The  world 

Is  turning  quickly,  quietly  into  water. 

The  river  is  moving. 

Wrapping  up  the  earth  like  a ball  of  twine. 
Then  he  appears. 

Gathering  up  all  his  strength. 

Gathering  up 

All  his  power,  lifting  the  earth 
High,  High 

Above  his  body,  above  his  head. 

She  is  alive 

In  this  river  he  holds. 

He  sees  her 

Briefly,  momentarily  and  then  gone. 

She  vanishes 

To  the  deep,  into  the  darkness. 

He  separates 

The  strands  of  the  infinite  river, 

And  now 

They  flow  evenly  over  the  earth. 


She  is  found 

In  the  last  strand  of  this  grand  river. 

The  sacred  river 

For  which  her  name  is  known. 

He  sees  her. 

Floating  past  on  her  giant  makara. 

She  turns. 

She  smiles,  serene  and  beautiful,  the  goddess. 

He  watches. 

She  turns  away,  disappears  around  the  bend,  she  is  home. 
JANET  WITTLINGER 
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^ The  coldness  extinguishes  the  fire, 

Ch'  But  the  bodily  warmth  heats  internally. 
^ The  pouring  rains  cease, 

^ But  the  internal  rage  explodes. 

HH  The  fierce  winds  smother  the  obsession. 
But  the  internal  beast  ignites. 

The  energy  sparks  viciously. 

But  the  internal  intensity  weakens. 

EKIN  MULCAHY 
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IVcw  £qglai|d  Sunday 
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Trees  that  surround  me  bear  all  four  seasons 

Souls  rushing  in  the  street  with  unbending  reasons 

Snow  falls  and  chills  my  window’s  pane 

All  the  while  he  rots  with  every  breath 

He  grasps  for  the  life  in  my  breast 

Turning  from  the  world  into  the  corner  of  my  cage 

Turning  from  him  and  into  my  lonely  page 

Watching  the  fools  in  the  road,  covered  with  muck  and  sod 

Staying  up  here,  trying  to  observe  the  streets  as  my  own 

To  the  bottom  I fall.  Solitary  Stone 

Up  here  in  my  corner, 

surrounded  by  words  and  hidden  away 

The  people  and  their  street  never  knew, 

I died  on  a New  England  Sunday 
AIMEE  MUKKAY 


TRANQUIL  FOREST 

SUSAN  DELANEY 

(left) 
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Blueberries  f laiijbe 


Above  Mad  River  valley,  on  Welch  Mountain, 
Crimson-clad  lowbush  blueberries 
Pour  their  flames  over  autumn  cooled  granite. 
Cloaked  in  their  fall  finery. 

They  sprav\/l  over  ledges. 

Like  hordes  of  annual  leaf  peepers 
Perched  on  lips  of  scenic  outlooks. 

They  lean  over  the  crazy-quilt  hues 
Of  the  valley  below. 

Above,  vast  and  intangible,  a dome  of  cerulean  blue. 
Below,  stolid  speckled  gray  granite. 

Parting  this  cool  duo,  swarths  of  leaves  afire 
Spill  lemming-like 
Over  edges 

When  October  winds  toss  these  bits  of  red  aloft. 

Will  ravens,  those  feathered  otters  of  air  streams 
Clowns  of  the  clouds. 

Rollick  amidst  the  fluttering  confetti? 

Tumbling  black  and  twirling  flame. 

One  madcap  aerial  checker  game. 

DELIGHT  REESE 
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ARCHES  NAT’L  PARK,  UTAH 

JEN  DICKERT 
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LESS  IS  MORE 

RAE  ANN  PARTRIDGE 
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Muses™ 

PART  ONE 


Story  by: 

ZHANA  LEVITSKY 

Art  by: 

ALLEN  HOMAN 
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Muses™ 

PART  TWO 

Story  by: 

ZHANA  LEVITSKY 

Art  by: 

ANDY  CHAPMAN 
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Story  by: 

ZHANA  LEVITSKY 

Art  by: 

STEFAN  HURZELEK 


Muses™ 

PART  THREE 
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Muses™ 

PART  FOUR 

Story  by: 

ZHANA  LEVITSKY 

Art  by: 

STEFAN  HURZELEK  (fii^tbox) 
KIRSTEN  PAULSON 
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Lovely  beetle  lady 
Present,  yet,  unseen 
Winged  hemispheres 
Of  sun  and  night  alight 
On  tiger  lily  petal  screen. 

Mother  hummers’ 

Cache  concealed 
The  keener  look  reveals 
An  inchen  secret  chest 
Midget  eggs  in  lichen  nest. 


The  mantis  masked 
By  chartreuse  cast 
Prays  slender,  silent. 

Shrouded  leafy  shrine 
Disguising  limbs  of  lime. 

God  of  Goodness 
Unfold  the  veils,  beclouded  eyes 
Let  drop  their  scales  to  see 
In  nature,  though  Obscure 
And  Hidden-thy  Reality. 

VIOLETA  K.  CORMIER 


BLEEDING  HEARTS 

CATHERINE  MURPHY 
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MAKYANN  MOOKE 
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535  From  ‘Buque  to  Lawrence  recovery  bound,  the 
birds  are  singing  a lovely  sound,  for  Spring 
^ to  show  it’s  pretty  face  as  rain  washes  away 
in  replace  of  snow  while  tears  fall  in 
spirit  to  grow  ...  like  a flower  I bloom-truly 
I see-Spring  is  like  recovery  ...  A season  for 
change...  A season  for  renewal,  to  grow,  for 
rebirth.  To  replenish  your  heart,  your  mind 
& your  soul  with  the  earth  ...  A season  for 
rain  to  fall  proudly  from  the  sky,  A 
reason  for  tears  to  fall  proudly  from  the 
eye.  For  sadness  - For  joy  - to  become  one 
of  acceptance  - of  seasons  - of  warmth  From 
The  Sun 

REGINA  FAITH  WEEKS 


STEVEN  RINALDO 
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CRUCIFIX  ALAN  CHURCH 


© 

© 


They  come  to  the  line, 

With  guns  ready, 

Selfish  for  the  lack  of  humanity. 

Stupid  from  hunger 

With  guns  ready. 

Opium  in  lung. 

Stupid  from  hunger 

And  no  remorse  from  human  sacrifice. 


Opium  in  lung. 

Listening  to  a mad  man. 

And  no  remorse  from  human  sacrifice. 
While  his  pocket  gets  larger. 

Listening  to  a mad  man. 

With  Terrorism  at  bay. 

While  his  pocket  gets  larger. 

They  come  to  the  line. 

LON 
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The  fire  that  is  burning  in  the  dark  room... 
Shadows  resembling  giant  losses,  failures! 

The  fire  is  burning  ...  raising,  raising  shadows’  paws. 
Crawling  up  the  walls. 

Corpses  of  dreams  overrising. 

VALBONA  LAVDORI 
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GLOBAL  POPULATION 

JEN  DICKERT 


Parnassus  • 


s 


The  sugar  cane  fields  are  my  ballpark 
El  Morro  is  first  base 
El  Yunque  is  second 
And  San  Juan  is  third 
The  beach  of  Luquillo  is  home  plate 
There  I can  celebrate  my  victories  with 
Freshly  opened  coconuts. 

El  Coqui  is  my  first  base  coach 
And  at  night,  I hear  his  call  in  the  balmy  air. 

Across  a great  ocean  there  is  a city  named  Pittsburgh 
With  more  conventional  ball  fields. 

There,  I will  become  a Pirate, 

And  riches  and  fame  will  become  mine. 

My  need  to  share  carries  me  on  wings  near  my  old  ball  field. 
My  wings  touch  down  on  its  beautiful  shores  too  soon. 

I chose  the  wrong  time 

And  once  again,  I change  my  ball  field  to  that  one  in  the  sky. 

ANGELITA  ESCRIBANO  (ANGIE) 

In  tribute  to  Roberto  Clemente 
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most  days 
i can  hardly  bear 
the  thought 
that  somewhere 
in  this 

great  big  world 
you  wander  around 

alone 

perhaps 

frolicking  through 
the  strawlike  grass 
raped  of  its 
green  pigment 
by  winter’s  harsh 
cold  nights 

chasing  crisp 
dried  up  leaves 
from  last  autumn 

catching  butterflies 

basking  in  the 
golden  sunlight 
as  it  stretches 
across  the 
naked  ground 


somewhere 

wherever  you  are 
i want  you  to  know 
that  the  moment 
i realized 
you  were  gone 

a part  of  me 
died 

a part  of  me 
stopped 
living  life 
as  i once  lived  it 

you  blew 
across  my  life 
like  the  wind  blows 
through  the  chimes 

a beautiful 
melodious  song 
which  echoes 
only  for  awhile 

then  fades  away 
into  nothing 
but  a scrapbook 
of  memories 

KELLEIGH  A.  MANSUH 


GOOD  AFTERNOON 

SHAWN  WEBSTER 

(right) 


GROUINDHOGDAY 

DEANNA  MAGLIO 
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Even  when  we  sleep 
I need  to  touch  my  foot 
to  yours. 

Not  to  gently  brush  up 
against  them, 

but  push  my  way  to  comfort. 
I arrange  myself  so 
as  to  feel  the  resistance 
of  you  beneath  me. 

Your  slight  pressure  building 
Gravity 

which  I’ll  orbit  in  my  sleep 
in  this  motionless  waltz 
I am  reminded 
that  you  are  my  ground, 
keeping  me  on  this  planet. 


ZHANA  LEVITSKY 


JARED  REMENTER 


33 


Spring  2002 


ANGELIQUE 
CHRISTINA  ELDRIDGE 
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And  so  I died  when  you  died, 

But  not  as  quick... 

A simple  bullet  angrily  ripping  through  your  head 
As  angry  as  you  were. 

But  pieces  of  me  fall  off  slowly,  as  slowly  as  the 
The  haunting  of  you  in  my  dreams. 

As  quiet  as  our  first  kiss.  As  melancholy  as  my  tears... 
Every  couple  of  weeks,  every  few  days,  every  few  hours. 
Every  minute,  second  and  moment  for  the  past  12  years, 
I have  died  over  and  over  and  over  but  still. ..go  on. 

Yet  not  successfully. 

And  so  I guess....l  must  have  died  when  you  died 

But  not  as  quick. 


B.A.  GUERKERA 
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Pretend  to  me  that  it’s  all  so  easy 
Lie  to  me  and  say  the  sky’s  always  blue 
(Full  of  puffy  white  clouds  and  shining  sun) 
If  it  was  always  so  much  fun 

Like  the  birthday  parties  when  you  were  five 
Balloons  and  candy... no  more  tears 
A chocolate  cake  to  ease  the  pain 
A T.V.  show  inside  to  forget  the  beating  rain. 


As  you  get  older  the  rains  beats  stronger, 

The  pain  lasts  longer 

(There’s  not  always  someone  there  with  cake  to  make  it  better) 


You  don’t  always  win  the  game 
Sometimes  I wonder  why... 

I’m  well  fed,  but  limp  with  hunger 
Starving  for  attention,  for  just  a minute 
Of  someone  else’s  day 

I’d  like  a chance  to  prove 

That  I’m  not  just  another  blade  of  grass 

But  a unique  little  flower  who  needs 

Just  little  bit  of  water  to  grow 

In  the  beating  sun  of  this  life. 

SHAYNA  L.  O’DONOHUE 


RAY  MclNTTRE 
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The  pot  is  steely  strong  and  evenly  tempered. 

It  has  a lid  that  is  fitting 

And  two  black  ears  it  cannot  wiggle. 

The  pot  is  round  and  can  surround 
Gurgling  pools  of  spaghetti  sauce. 

Can  catch  raindrops  from  leaky  roof  (I  have  proof); 

And  store  water  against  an  ice  storm’s  wrath. 

The  pot  can  serve  as  percussion 
In  impromptu  parades. 

And,  the  pot  can  call  the  kettle  black. 

Contents  of  a pot  or  any  other  vessel,  including  one’s  own  heart. 
May  nourish  or  not. 

Deliciousness  can  be  brewed  in  pots  of  every  sort. 

Melting  or  not. 

Dissonance  or  nourishment?  What  goes  in  your  pot? 

Pots  care  not. 

Chefs  craft  recipes,  palatable  or  poisonous,  mirroring  themselves. 
Ingredients  global,  blended  with  love. 

Emit  rich  auras,  soothe  souls. 

Toss  into  the  pot  a potpourri  of  words. 

How  long  to  stir? 

How  much  to  add? 

How  much  heat  until  a poem  is  cooked? 

Basic  ingredients: 

A dose  of  humor,  a wealth  of  emotions,  a texture  of  adjectives. 
Skim  excess  verbiage. 

Taste  with  your  ears. 

Just  right?  Pot  luck. 

DELIGHT  KEESE 
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“When  did  the  lines  get  so  deep?”  Vicki 
questioned  her  twin  as  she  leaned  over  the 
dressing  table.  Without  taking  her  eyes  away 
from  her  own  stare,  she  snubbed  out  what  life 
remained  in  her  Marlboro  on  the  middle  of 
the  littered  dresser.  The  extinguished  butt 
looked  right  at  home  with  the  makeup,  broken 
glass  and  tom  photographs  that  once  framed 
the  mirror. 

In  twenty  years  not  once  has  she  stepped 
through  a dressing  room  door  without  that 
pang  in  the  pit  of  her  stomach.  Some  people 
call  it  butterflies,  but  it  always  felt  more  like 
moths  to  Vicki.  Not  tonight  though,  tonight  she 
was  feeling  fine.  Calm  as  cuke.  She  supposed  it 
was  the  relief  of  knowing  that  this  was  the 
final  scene.  The  last  time  she  would  have  to 
step  over  that  threshold. 


“It  doesn’t  matter  much  now  does  it  Vic?  No 
more  auditions,  no  more  rejections,  just  you  and 
your  fans  one  more  time.” 

She  twirled  away  from  the  mirror,  her  green 
taffeta  dress  spinning  around  her  thighs  like  an 
overdressed  carnival  ride.  Outside  the  bedroom 
window  of  her  fifth  floor  apartment,  the  cold 
sidewalk  waited. 

“Yup,  we  all  wanna  be  big  big  big  big  stars, 
but  most  of  us  only  get  a lousy  fifteen  minutes.” 

Vicki  lifted  the  old  wooden  window  open  as 
high  as  she  could  and  stepped  up  on  the  sill. 

The  cold  January  air  got  the  tip  of  her  nose 
first  then  filled  her  lungs  as  she  did  her  squared 
breathing  and  inched  her  way  along  the  ledge. 
She  closed  her  eyes,  focused  on  the  motivation 
for  tonight’s  act,  the  moths  filled  the  vacancy  in 
her  belly  and  Vickie  stepped  over  the  threshold. 


RALPH  SANTOSUOSSO 
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JESS  BECKFORD 


ANDREW  PICKETT 


SUBMISSION  INIFOIRJMIATION 

The  deadlines  for  submissions  are  March  25  (Spring  Issue)  and  October  25  (Fall  Issue). 
Submission  boxes  are  located  in  Haverhill  (outside  C-317T)  and  Lawrence  (in  the  Library). 
Artwork  can  be  submitted  to  Ginger  Hurajt  in  C-314A.  Online  submissions  can  be  sent  to 
ghurajt@necc.mass.edu.  Submissions  are  accepted  from  current  NECC  students  only. 
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